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truth, of his conclusion, that if religion were a real thing,
man should live for it alone; but then eamo tho question
of the Churches. Ho could not bring himself without a
pang to contemplate a secession from the Church of his
fathers. Ho took refuge in the wild but beautiful thought
of a reconciliation between Rome and England. If the
consecration of the whole of his fortune to that end could
assist in effecting the purpose, he would cheerfully make
the sacrifice. He would then go on a pilgrimage to tho
Holy Sepulchre, and probably conclude his days in a her-
mitage on Mount Athos.

In the meantime he rose, and, invigorated by his bath,
his thoughts became in a slight degree more mundane.
They recurred to the events of tho last few days of his lite,
but in a spirit of self-reproach and of conscious vanity and
weakness. Why, he had not known her a week ! Thia
was Sunday morning, and last Sunday lie had attended Si..
Mary's and offered up his earnest supplications for tho unity
of Christendom. That was then his sovereign hope and
thought. Singular that a casual acquaintance with a
stranger, a look, a glance, a word, a nothing, should have
BO disturbed his spirit and distracted his mind.

And yet------

And then he fell into an easy-chair, with a hairbrush in
either hand, and conjured up in reverio all that had passed
since that wondrous morn when lie addressed her by tho
roadside, until the last dark hour whon they parted, ant!
for ever. There was not a word she had uttered to him, or
to anyone else, that ho did riot recall; not a glance, not a
gesture: her dress, her countenance, her voice, her hair.
And what scenes had all this passed in! What refined
and stately loveliness! Blenheim, and Oxford, and Bel-
mont! They became her. Ah! why could not lifo con-
sist of the perpetual society of such delightful people m
guoh delightful places F